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original coach-work that appears to have been renewed
after a smash. It has a broad., clumsy footboard and a
step that looks like a converted tool-box. It has been
repainted a drab official black and has the flat, well-
worn cushions of an old taxi,

"Bring out the rubber-tired buggy!" The use of
this car was in itself a disgrace to Marseilles. In the
service of the police force it was commonly used for
the arrest of some high-placed courtesan or the wife of
some great crook like Stavisky. One can imagine such
a dame in the seat given to Alexander. She is being
taken in this car to the prefecture, accompanied by two
gendarmes with waxed moustaches. Very fitting!

King Alexander, wearing his admiral's uniform, little
white collar and tie, two-cornered admiral's hat with
gold braid inches deep, his breast slashed scarlet
with the Legion of Honour, stepped out of a little boat
with Pietriand JevtitchandDimitrievitch, on to the Quai
des Beiges, where a squad of French marines shouted a
sevenfold hurrah. A group of veterans of the old
Salonika front stood to attention. Barthou greeted
the King a little patronizingly. The old Frenchman is
a friend, but at the Vieux Port he represents France.
He must not be servile. The King of Jugoslavia's
importance must not be exaggerated officially. The
King has a grave, almost imperceptible smile. Perhaps
he does not like the roaring sound of the engines of the
planes overhead, the thunder of the guns, He hates all
fuss. It is an awkward official moment. But the
bands play the national anthems of Jugoslavia and
France* The camera-men click and snap, the news-
reelers wind their reels. The populace surging forward
shrieks dementedly "Long live the King!"

A little girl in Provencal dress came forward, pushed

by her mother up to the King.   She curtsied and held

up a bouquet of wild autumn flowers.   That was un-

. rehearsed and unofficial, a smile from la belle Prance.

The King was touched.   The constraint dropped from